TALES OF DES7INT

multitude. Even the bodyguard of the slain sirdar
were now joining in the universal acclaim.               *

" The first to bend a knee to the rightful king
enthroned was the royal queen, his mother. And then
the lady stepped back, a little to the rear and to the
side of the throne, drawing her silken sari over the
lovely countenance that would never again be be-
holden by the people.

" * Never again!' The thought had scarce passed
through my mind, as I watched the scene from the
fringe of the crowd, when a more grim and terrible
reality was given to the unspoken words than I had
ever intended. Close to the spot where the maharanee
had halted were some hangings of brocade arranged,
as we understood later, so that the seated and veiled
figure of a woman might observe the brilliant
pageantry of the day from the privacy of this pur-
dah.

" And from out these hangings there now stretched,
stealthily but swiftly, a bejewelled hand, which
plunged a long dagger between the shoulders of the
queen mother.

" Without a cry she fell. I was quickly by her side,
and the young maharajah and myself, as we bent
over her, caught hgr dying words.
"' All is well, my beloved son/ she murmured. * I
have accomplished that which I was sent into the
world to perform. In peace I yield my soul to
God/

" With the last word she breathed her last breath.
And such is mother love/*
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